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ROBERT LAN E Eſq; 


Quis caneret nymphas ? quis humum florentibus herbis 
Spargeret ? aut viridi ſontes induceret umbra? VIRG. 


Written in May 1745. 
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T O 


ROBERT LANE Eſq; 


T HE themes of war to bolder bards belong, 


Calm ſcenes of peace invite my humble ſong. 

LAxr, whom kind heav'n has with mild manners 
grac'd, | 
And bleſfs'd with true hereditary taſte, 
Your blooming virtues theſe light lays demand, 
Wrote inthe gardens which y urgrandſire ꝓplan'd. 
When vernal breezes had the glebe unbound, 

And univerſal ve: dure cloath'd the ground, 
Profuſcly wild the flowers began to ſpring, 
The trees to bloſſom, and the birds to ſing: 
As careleſs thro' thoſe groves I took my way, 


Where Bramham gives new beauty to the day, 


* Afine ſeat in Yorkſhire belonging to George Fox-Lane Eſq; 
+ Robert, Lord Bingley. 
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(What time Aurora, riſing from the main, 


With roſy luſtre ſpangled o'er the plain) 

The ſylvan ſcenes a ſecret joy inſpir'd, 

And with ſoft rapture all my boſom fir'd ; 
When, lo! my eyes a lovely nymph ſurvey'd, 
With modeſt ſtep advancing thro” the glade : 
Her bloom divine, and ſweet attractive grace, 
Confeſs d the guardian Dryad of the place: 
The wind that gave her azure robe to flow, 
Reveal'd a boſom white as Alpine ſnow ; 

A flowery wreath around her neck ſhe wore, 
And in her hand a branch of olive bore : * 
Adown her ſhoulders fell her auburn hair, 
That looſely wanton'd with the buxom air, 
The buxom air ambroſial odours ſhed, 

And ſweets immortal breath'd around her head.+ 
My eager eyes o'er all her beauties ran, 


When thus the guardian of the woods began. 


Paciſeræque manu ramum pretendit olive. 


VIC. En. 8. 116. 
+ Ambroſieque come divinum vertice odorem 


Spiraveic. VII C. En. 1. 
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Thrice happy! whom the fates propitious give 
Secure in theſe ſequeſter'd groves to live, 
Where Health, fair goddeſs, keeps her bloom- 

ing court, 
* And all the nymphs, and all the graces ſport : 
How beautifully chang'd the ſcene appears 
Within the compaſs of a thouſand years ! 
Then fierce Bellona drench'd theſe plains in 
blood, 
Then virtue wander'd in the lonely wood 
But hear! while I myſterious truths diſcloſe, 
* Whoſe dire remembrance wakens all my woes. 
In antient days when ALFRED®, ſacred name 


* (ALFRED the firſt in virtue as in fame) 


* ALFRED. This moſt accompliſhed prince began his 
reign A. D. 872, at a time when the Danes, after ſeve- 
ral invaſions, had entirely over-run the kingdom, whom by 
his extraordinary valour and conduct he diſpoſleſſed of it. 
Circa Egberti tempora, anna Chriſii 800, no/tra littora primum iu- 
feflarunt Dani. Poftea mare cœlo miſcentes, multos annos per An- 
gliam graſſati, urbibus exciſis, templis ſuccenſis, & agris vaſiatigs 
omnia barbara immanitate egerunt, verter ant, rapuerunt. 

CAMDEN, 
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This barbarous iſle with liberal arts refin'd, 

* Taught wholeſome laws, and moraliz'd mankind; 
The ruthleſs Danes o'er all the country ran, 

© They levell'd cities, and they murder'd man: 
Nor fields, nor fanes, nor ſex, nor age were free 
From fire and ſword, from luſt and cruelty. 

* To tend my father's flock was then my care, 

* Andcountry ſwains were wont to call me fair. 
Not hence far diſtant I ſecur'd my charms, 
Till rouz'd from danger by the din of arms 
To a lone cave, with nymphs a choſen few, 
Secret I fled, conceal'd from human view, 

« Secret and ſafe, till (ſtorm'd the country round) 
Our cloſe retreat the fierce barbarians found. 
What could we do the furious foe to ſnun? 
To die ſcem'd better than to be undone. 
Diana, huntreſs of the woodland ſhades, 

* Chaſte guardian of the purity of maids, 
With ſilver bows ſupplicd the virgin train, 


And manly courage to re pel the Dane. 


G But 
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© But what, alas ! avails the manly heart, 
When female force emits the ſeeble dart ? 

* Tho' thrice three victims to our vengeance fell, 
*Tho' my keenſhafts diſpatch'd their chief to hell; 
* Too foon our fate with anguiſh we deplor'd, 

* Doom'dto the ſlaughter of the conquering ſ word: 
But happy they whoſc ſufferings heav'n approves; 
* Heav'n will reward that virtue which it loves. 

* The queen who makes bright chaſtity her care, 
« Taus to SOOT Jove prefer'd her prayer; 


That we ſor ever in theſe ſhades might rove, 


Nymphe of the wood, and guardians of the grove. 
Well I remember, as I trembling lay, 

Pale, vreathileſs, cold, expiring on the clay, 

« How by degrers my mortal frame refin'd, 
Nor leit one carthly particle behind; 

In cvery nerve a pleaſing change began, 

And thro' my veins the ſtreams immortal ran: 
Soft on my mind ecſtatick viſions ſtole, 

And heav'n- ſelt raptures dawn'd upon my ſoul: 
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Eier ſince ] guard the groves, the woods, the plain, 
* Chief Dryad of the tutelary train; 

* Supremely bleſs'd where all conſpires to pleaſe, 


War, civil war alone diſturbs my caſe. 


How did my ſoul recoil with ſecret dread 
When bold Northumberland * his army led, 
* Ill-fated Britons, whom he brought from far, 
. Againſt his ſovereign waging horrid war ! 

I ſaw the combat on the neighbouring plain, 
A knight victorious, and old Percy lain ; 

I ſaw his viſage, that with anguiſh frown'd, 
And ſcem'd in rage to roll its eyes around, 
Borne in mock triumph from the fatal field; 
The azure lion on the golden ſhield 


»In the year 1408, the old Earl of Northumberland and 
his army was overthrown on Bramham- Moor by Sir Thomas 


Rookſby, then high-ſheriff of Yorkſhire, and the poſe comitatus 
of the county, and ſlain in the battle. 


© The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardolph, 

With a great pow'r of Engliſh and of Scots, 

Are by the ſh'riff of Yorkſhire overthrown. 
SHAKESPEAR's Hen. IV. 


+ The arms of Percy are, Or, a lion rampant azure. 
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* Way'd vainly rampant. But what horrors chill'd 
* My heaving heart, and thro' my boſom thrill'd ! 
* When direful diſcord Britain's ſons compell'd 

* To war on * Towton's memorable field. 

© I ſee the ranks embattel'd on the plain, 
Torrents of blood, and mountains of the ſlain ; 
* See kindred hoſts with rival rage contend, 
Deaf to the names of father, and of friend; 
The brother by a brother's ſword expires, 
And ſons are ſlain by unrelenting ſires. 

The brook, that flow'd a ſcanty ſtream before, 


* Swell 'd to a river red with human gore: 


* A neighbouring village, near which on the 29th day of 
March(being Palm Sunday) A.D. 1461, was fought a molt re- 
markable and bloody battle between the houſes of York and 
Lancaſter : the number of the Vor kiſts, headed by Edward, Earl 
of March,amounted to about 40,600 men,theLancaſtrians were 
60,000. This battle proved deciſive in favour of the houſe of 
York, and in conſequence of it, Edward was in June 1461, 
crowned King of England, &c. There were killed in thisengage- 
ment 36,776 men. The rivulet Cock, adjoining to the held 
of battle, and the river Wharfe, were for ſeveral days, in a 
very extraordinary manner, ditcoloured with the blood of the 
lain. Fora circumſtantial account of this battle, ſee Drake's 
Ale race. 
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Verbcia * then in wild amazement ſtood, 

To lee her ſilver urn diſtain'd with blood; 

© Verbcia, erſt her waters wont to lead 

In peaceful murmurs thro' the flowe:y mead, 

* To purge her currents from the crimſon ſtain, 
Swift pour'd her waves to mingle with the main. 
Oft, as with ſhining ſhare he plows the field, + 

* The ſwain aftoniſh'd finds the maſſy ſhield, 

© On whoſe broad boſs, ſad ſource of various woes, 
He views engrav'd the long-diſputed Roſe. 
Huge human bones the fruitful turrows hide 
Of once-fam'd heroes that in battle died: 
Nov all dire feuds, and curſt contentions c'er, 
They ſleep in peace, and kindle wars no more: 


* F[erleia was the Roman name far the river Wharfe ; 
ſce an antient 112{cription quoted by Camden. 


1 *1 4, pM 
nous 1111S 


+ 


Agricola, incurvo terram molitus aratro, 
Excſa invenict ſcabra rubigine pila: 

Aut gravibus raitris galeas pultabit inanes, 
Graudtaque effeſſis mirabitur oſia ſepulcris. 


VI. Gcor. 1. 


The 
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« The friend, the foc, the noble, and the ſlave, 

© Reſt undiſtinguith'd in one common grave. 
Hut let us now, ſince genial ſpring invites, 

And laviſh nature varies her delights, 

* Partake the general joy, and ſweetly ſtray, 

Where the birds warble, and the waters play; 

* Where Flora decks the dewy dale with flowers, 

And beeches twine their branches into bowers, 

The warbling birds, the gales that gently blow, 

May tune thy reed, and teach the verſe to flow.“ 
Thus ſpoke the nymph with ſoft alluring grace, 

And led me round the flow'r-embroider'd place; 

Thro' every varicgated rural ſcene 

Of ſhady forcſt, and of meadow green, 

Of winding valleys, and of rifing hills, 

Ot moſſy fountains and tranſlucent rills 

Where downs, or level lawns expanded wide, 

The groves, the garden, and the wood divide; 

Where «. all;s by long- extended walks are croſt, 


And alleys in meandering aleys lo; 


The 
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The dubious traces intricately run, 

And end erroneous where they firſt begun: 
Where Saxon fanes, that in fair order riſe, 
With elegant ſimplicity ſurprize. 

Where'er the nymph directs my raviſh'd fight, 
New ſcenes appear that give a new delight : 
Here ſpiry firs extend their lengthen'd ranks, 
Their violets bloſſom on the ſunny banks; 
Here horn-beam hedges regularly grow, 
There hawthorns whiten, and wild roſes blow. 
Luxuriant Flora paints the purple plain, 

And in the gardens waves the golden grain ; 
Curl'dround tall tufted trees the woodbine weaves 
In fond embrace its tendrils with the leaves : 

| Sweet-ſcented ſhrubs a rich perfume exhale, 
And health ambroſial floats on every gale. 
From ruſhy-fcinged founts riſe ſparkling rills 
That glide in mazy windings down the hills: 
Or under pendent ſhades of oziers flow, 


' Diſpenſing moiſture to the plants below: 


Now, 
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Now, hid beneath the flowery turf, they paſs 

Ingulph'd, now ſport along the velvet graſs, 

With many an error ſlowly-lingering ſtray, 

And murmuring in their courſe reluctant roll 

away 3 

Thence into lucid lakes profuſely fall 

Foaming, or form the beautiful canal, 

So ſmooth, ſo level, that it well might paſs 

For Cytherea's face -reflecting glaſs, 

(Save when mild zephyrs o'er the ſurface ſtray, 

Curl the light waves, and on its boſom play) 

| Yet to the bottom ſo diſtinQly clear, 

The eye might number every pebble there ; 

And every fiſh that quickly-glancing glides, 

Sports in the ſtream, and ſhows his filver ſides. 
If thro' the glades I turn my raptur'd eyes, 

What various views, what lovely landskips riſe ? 

Here a once-hoſpitable manſion ſtands 

M.̃idſt fruitful plains, and cultivated lands ; 

There ruſſet heaths, with fields of corn between, 


And peaceful cotts, and hamlets intervene : 
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Theſe far-ſtretch'd views direct me to admire 
A tower diſmantled, or a lofty ſpire, 
Or farm imboſom d in ſome aged wood, 
Or lowing herds that crop the flowery food ; 
Thro' theſe, irriguous vales, and lawns appear, 
And fleecy flocks, and nimble-ſooted deer: 
Sun-glittering villas, and bright ſtreams are ſeen, 
Gay meads, rough rocks, hoar hills, and ſoreſts 
green: 
As when Belinda works, with art divine, 
In the rich ſcreen ſome curious, gay deſign; 
Quick as the fair the nimble ncedle plies, 
Cotts, churches, towers, or villages ariſe ; 
A varied group of flocks, and herds, and ſwains, 
Groves, fountains, fields, and daily-painted 
plains ; 

At Bramham thus with raviſh'd eyes we ſee 
How order ſtrives with ſweet variety : 
Nature, kind goddeſs, joins the aid of art 
To plan, to form, and finiſh every part. 

Put 
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But now beneath the beechen ſhade reclin'd, 
Whoſe tall top trembling dances in the wind, 
Faſt by the falling of a hoarſe caſcade, 

What glowing tranſports all my breaſt invade ? 
Down channel'd ſtone collected currents flow, 
And ſteal obliquely thro' the vale below ; 

The feather'd ſongſters on the trees above 
Attune their voices to the notes of love, 
Notes ſo melodiouſly diſtinct and clear, 
Theycharm my ſoul, and make it heav'n to hear. 

O! what deſcriptive eloquence can tell 
The woods, and winding walks of Boſcobell * ? 
The various viſtas, and the graſſy glades, 

The bowery coverts in ſequeſter'd ſhades ? 

Or where the wandering eye with pleaſure ſecs! 
A ſpacious amphitheatre of trees ? 

Or where the differing avenues unite, 


Conducting to more pompous ſcenes the fight ? 


* B/cobell. A beautiful wood, diſpoſed in an elevant taſte, 
and ſcparated hum the gardens by the park. 


Lo! 
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Lo! what high mounds immenſe divide the moor, 
Stretch'd from the ſouthern to the northern ſhore! 


Theſe are but relicks of the Roman way, 


Where the firm legions march'd in dread array, 

Where rode the hero in his iron car, 

And big with vengeance roll'd the mighty war: 

Here oft the Curious coins and urns explore, 

Whichfuture Meads and Pembrokesſhall adore ; 

To me more pleaſing far yon tranquil dell 

Where Labour, Health, and ſweet Contentment 
dwell ; 

More pleaſing far beſide yon aged oaks 

Groteſque and wild the cottage chimney ſmokes. 

Fair to the view old Ebor's temple ſtands, 

The work of ages, rais'd by holy hands; 

How firm the venerable pile appears ! 

Reverend with age, but not impair'd by years. 

O! could I build the heav'n- directed rhyme, 

Strong as thy fabrick, as thy tow'rs ſublime ; 

Then would the muſe on bolder pinions riſe, 

And make thy turrets emulate the ſkies. 


Such 


BRAMHAM-PARK. 17 
Such are the ſcenes where woodland nymphs 
reſort, 

And ſuch the gardens where the Graces ſport : 
Would Fate this verſe to future times prolong, 
Theſe ſcenes ſhould bloom for ever in my ſong. 
Not Tempe's plains fo beautiful appear, 
Nor flow Caſtalia's ſacred ſprings ſo clear ; 
The Muſes, had they known this lov'd retreat, 
Had left Parnaſſus for a nobler ſeat. 

Well may theſe groves in elegance excel, 
When LAxE completes what BIN LEV plann'd 

ſo well; 

Bids cryſtal currents ſweetly murmuring flow, 
Fair temples riſe, and future navies grow. 
Here D—n might an idle hour employ, 
And thoſe diverſions, which he loves, enjoy ; 
With wary ſpaniels furrow'd fields beſet, 
And cloſe the partridge in the filken net: 
Or ſearch the woods, and with unerring aim 


With leaden wounds transfix the flying game : 
C Or 
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Or with ſtaunch hounds the wily fox purſue, 
And trace his footſteps o'er the tainted dew. 
With what delight would friendly Ny change 
Don's * fertile vallies for this ampler range. 

And with the muſic of th' enlivening horn 
Cheer the fleet pack, and wake the lingering morn. 
But lo ! faint Phoebus darts a languid ray, 

And gold-edg d clouds foretel the cloſe of day; 
The nymph obſervant took her airy flight, 
And, like a viſion, vaniſh'd from my ſight. 


Den. The river that runs by Doncaſter. 


